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Iso laut: and keepe thee froin infernall ill ; 


And in his iuſtice how he doth corre thee, 
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Wake, my Sbule, out of the lee pe of Gnne, 
And haks off douth the lubic& ot thy ſhame, 
Search out the way how beſt chou mayſt beginne 
To holy oi ke thine huinble will to frame: 
Then proue not wen ie of a little Paine, 
When fleſhes gricte wall brecd the Pre ** 


Confeſſe thy ſelſe e of the ence, 
Io learne the le aſt ofthe penal Will, 
Beſcech the heauens in firength oftheu def ence, 


Then fall to worke, that all the world may ſee 
The oy tull loue beryixt thy Godand thec. 


Tell of his cobdnefſe 1 he did create thee, 


And in his loue, how he will never hate thee, 

And that his merey neuer will teiect thee: 
And how he helpr thee,when the world diſtreſt 0 
And wich his bea bow be i090) blen chee. 9 


ie I was Ticks, and he Ada Nen | Ee 
I was in priſon, and he did ſet me free: | [i | 
And l was poore, and he did ſend me wealth, | 
And I was blind, and he did make me ſee: | 

1 was perplext, and he did heale my paine, 

And being dead, he gaue me life againe. 


When I was lame, he did my limmes reſtore, 
When l was deafe, he made me heate his voyce, 
When 1 was wounded, he did heale my ſore, 
When I was ſad, he made my ſoule reioyce: | 
| When I had ſinn d, he would not yet farſake me, 
When * Was loft, be did to mercy take oe. 


I Toſfay yet more, what he hath done ſor me, 

I necds muſt ſay, his goodneſſe hath no end, 

Who, when on carth he ſaw no friend to mey 

Did make me fecle l had a heauenly friend: 
A heaue nly friend, whoſe helpe * faile me neuer, 
Bat 1 — comfort, and my King for euer. 


This is m Lord, my life, and all my loue, 

My liuing Loue, and louing life indeed, i wal IH 8 
This is the bleſſing of my beſt tehove, 7 

The ſacred truit whereon l ſweerly feed: | | 

| This is the joy that makes my he art to ling 

Honour and glory to my NI King, 


95 
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Oh Kine 2, more dic ploriory then che U World can know thee! a 
From whom the day, euen ſiom on high doth ride 
Where gluriymus workes ynro the World do cw thee 

Ot vlonwus joue the cuerlaſting King : | 
I The king ot life, in whom the Soule doth preue 
The lugheſt glory of the beaßer Loue. g 


By whoſe high hands were all things wah at firſt; 

By whoſe decpe Wiſedome they ate goucrnd wy 

By whom alone ate blefſ:< or accurſt, 

That loue his Word, cr diſobay his Will: | 
By whoſe ſweet breach they hue that doe attend him, 
And by hoſe wrath 155 Ge that do ** him. | 


For whe can \ bide yt furic of his yre! 4 

O: holte conce iue the comfort ot his loue ? 

V ho plagues his toes with an infernall fire, 

And plants his ſctuants in the heauens aboue : 
Who ſhakes the heaw'ns,and makes che mountains bow, 
The but once degia! to knit Flix brow. | | 


And ee he loue -5,whar will ke 1 to how. 

Io make the Soulc acquainted with bis kindneſle ? 

And with whar ivy will he the Spirit woo, 

To ſhun the woes that grow of worldly blindneſſe? 
What paine,or gricfe, or death did he retuſe, 
To fauc ben N chat he did Me chule 7 


4 2 Paſſion of i the Soules Lowe, | — 


| Now for the greatneſſe of his 0 
le 18 N Aqui and all glory his, 


2 


plorioys power : 


He made the yeere, the month, day, night and hower, 
The Heau'ns, Earth, Sea, and what in them there is? 
In him alone doth all their being ſtand, 
And liue and die in his Almighty hand. 


He ſpake the Word, and by his Word they were, 
And all was good his ſecret Wiſedome did. 

His Will did worke his fauour without fcare, 

And not a thought is from his Knowledge hid: "of 
He knowes the hearts, and ſearcheth through the reines, 
And ſees the rootes euen of the ſmalleſt veines. 


Wh. 
- 


He detkrt the Skie with Sunne,and Moone, and Starres, 
And made the Seas to flow vpon the Sand. 
Vpon whoſe ſhore his hand did ſec the barres, 

They ſhall not paſſe ro ouerflo v the Land, 
Amid the ayre he hath diſperſt the Clouds, 
And onely Man within his Mercy ſhrouds. 


Within the Depth the Fiſh their holes do keepe, 
And in the Rocket the Conny makes his houſe, 
Into the Earth the crawling Wormes do ereepe, 
And hollow Rockes are harbour for the Mouſe: 
The Lyon keepes his den, the Bird his neſt, 
And Man alone deth but in mercy reſt. 
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| Yer theſe and all are guided by his power, 

And may not paſſe the paſſage bb hath given hems | 

The Sunne his courſe, tlie Moone muſt know her houte, 

And cloud s muſt wander but where winds haue driuen the, 
Beaſts kn-wtheit times, and Fiſhes know their Fides, 
And man alone in 100 ec z. 


To tell oe er: by bis dc bereut, 
Fuen (rom the greateſt to the very leaſt, | 
Which time declares by fue experience taught, ] 
In Fith,in Fowle, in Bird,in Man and Beaſt : j 
Matke but che power thar doth in each abide, | 
And how it weakehy in ſſepeir ehen 15 


The Lyon frſt is featefill of 4 We! 

The Elephant doth dread the little Mouſe, 

A crowwms Cocke the Dragon may not lee, 

The 2uret Eæꝑle ſubiect to the Louſe : 
The greateſt Oxe a little rainr-worme killeth, | 
And my a man a alte Canker ſpillech. 


vet is the Lyon feared for his 1 
The Elephant a huge and wighty beaſt, 
The ficry Dragon kills without remorſe, 
And Eagles carry Lambs vnto their neſt. 
The Oxe the tunteworme vndet foot doth edd, 
And man gif doch kill the Cankers head, 
F 1 : Bur 
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But hen that power begins to gather pride, 
Then ſee the ſtrengrh of che Almighty hand, 
By whoſc high helpe the weakeſt thingy are ttide, 

Io ſpoile the ſtrength wherin the eſt ſtand? 
That they may know there is a power on hue, | 
In whom they liue, and at his pleaſure die. 


Iso ſhew examples of the heauenly might, 
Againſt the pride of the inferiour power, 
Ihe word of Truth doth giue a glorious light, 
| Where may be ſeene in chinute of an houre, F 
How greateſt ſtayes that on their ſtrength were groũded 
Wich headlong falls were vtterly contounded. 


How Pharaob firſt, the proud Egyptian King, 
That would not ſutfer Iſrael to paſſe, ' 2 
What plagues and griefes did the Almighty bring | 

Vpon the houſe, euen where his lodging was? 

Frogs, Flyes,and Lyce did freely make their way, 

Euon to the chamber where proud Pharasb lay. 


A number plagues the Lord did further threaten, 
His land was ſtrooke n with a darkſome feare, 
His graſſe and corne by Graſhoppęts was eaten, 
The Plague deſtroyd his people euery where: 
And laſt, himſelte amid his army crowned, ___ 
Was in a moment in the red Seadrowned, * 
& 1 


e 
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Yet e rs 5 Site band mY make the way, 
Where all his ſeruants went and wet no foot, © 
Which proves, his lone was his EleQeds ſtay, 
While Rebell hearts were torne vp by the root: 


OY 


Which true example to the world may proue, 
The N nee of his movers and Joue. 


Goluah boaſted AIRY of his Arengeh, 

Yer little David killd bim with a tone, 

The Mad«z Hoſt was ſtrong, but yet at length, 

By Gideon band, the ene Bb ie were querthrowne. | | 
By chauge of tongues fell Babylons great Tower, 
And Chriſt his Word did break the Diuels power, | 


Yerinir felfe, wh I is Ab water, | 
Which drownd proud Pharao and his mighry Hoſt? 
A Loule or Flie is of a little matter, #1 
Yet with ſuch wormes ure men tormented moſſ. 
| Whar ſtrength, alas, i is in a little ſtone? | 

Let ſo we > reade Golah oucrthrowne. 


know chen "Wii ene this e groveth, 
Bur from the force of the Almighty hand, 1 
Which to the worl:l his glorious power ſhowerh, 
When with the weake, the ſtrongeſt cannot and: 
King David wrote, and it is truly knowne, 


That ons none vnto God alone. 


— „ e Poiſon n of the Soules Lene. 


To proue the prowefe of the heavenly p power, 
How many more examples might be ſhowne ? 
There is o yeere. no day, no nicht, nor hower, 
But ſome ſuch action to the World is knowne: | 
Thar Truth may well vnto his Glory ſpe:ke, | 
God is of power, and all the World is WIe 


But ſince the World cannot the Books containe, | 


Where in his Workes of wonder may be writs 


To Admiration let his power remaine, 

And ſay, All powers ate ſubiect vnto it:: 
And let me of his Loue and Mercy write, 
Which 0 = ſubſtance of my Soules * 


This powerfull 10 the gloty of all grace, 
When he had wronghtthe World vnto his will, 
And planted each thing in his proper place, 
And in the courſe that they continue ſtill, 
Of all the Works that he in wonder wrought, 
Made onely Man the deareſt of his thought, 


For what he made, he made but Man to ſerue, 
And Man to ſerue his onely ſacred Loue; 
And in his loue, doth ſo Mans life preſerue, 
As may the comfort of his care approue: 
And fo approuc, as may this ſentence giue, 
his uy loue doth make the ſoule to live, 


W e 


Yo . x 
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He loued I the earth when he © did gin e it k&.. 
He loncd the life when he his ** gaue it, 
He loued che fleſi that made the bone a wife, 
He loued the ſoule, hen he from death did ſave i it: 
He loued him euer yet he loued him moſt, 
To terch him * when be himſelfe had loft, _ 


Come 4. ye thac 611 hl hard with Gade 

Whoſe faming Muſes ſhew but madding fits, 

| Which all too ſoone doe fall into thoſe franzics, 

at are begotten by miſtaking v wits: | 
Lay downc your lines, co:ppare your loue with: mine, 
And ay whole vertuc is ay rye diuine. 


For further trial, les me giue you leave 

To adde a tiuth vnto your idle ſtories, 

| Wherewith ſo oft you doe the world deceive, | 

And gaine your ſelues but i conceired glories: 
Yer when you ſee where ſ weeteſt ſights ars ſhowne, 
Loakc on my Loue, and 111 to ſee your one. 


Wich &nny Belultes er your L 15kes be bleſt, HJ: [+ | 
The Sun doth fetch his light but from my Louez 
You have your wonders frem the Phoenix acſt, 

Mine honour liues but in the Heauens aboue. 

Your Mufes do your Ladies praiſes fing, 

The Ange! 508 in ore wy _ 
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„ | The wer iſ alas,from whence your loues receive 2286 Hy [2 
BEE Their flowres and ſweers,thcir e & 14 phone | 
| Io decle themſelues, with which they do deceiu | 
The blinded ſpirits of the ſimple ones: 
This carth from whence their outward graces cond; 
Is but the foorflcole of my heauenly King | 


Andif he ſo hath deckt the earth below, 

Imagine then the glory of his ſeate, | 

Which may perſwade, where Angels rremble ſo, | * 

Fot humane eves the glory is too great: | 
For where the Sunne,the Moone and Searabave light, 
For Natures eyes the „ is too N | 


And wha doth live that euer ye did loue, 
But chat ye could their faireſt faire vntold ? 
And my faire Loue, let faireſt truth apptoue, 
Na eye can liue in glory to behold: 
Vour cleateſt beauty is with age declining, | 
My Loues bright glory is for euer ſhini vgs 


If ye be wiſe thinke whete true viſcdomd buch, 

And then allow the hanour to my Loue: 

If yours be kind, thinke who the comfort giucth, 

And know the Turkey from tho Turtle Douc: | 
If conſtant yours, that truth let my Lone t: js | 
Who loſt his life, to fauc 150 Loue thereby. 
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And ler me ſee, how. liver all your - lake, 

But on deſert the ſtay ot all your ſtate, 

And in my Loue a further hte approue, 

Who lou'd indeed when he had cauſe to hate: 
Your tancics oft fut want of fauour ſtarue, j| | 
But my Loue doch both y mount and mine pi 177 | 


Then truly 115 x whom \ chief your els do chuſe, 
To caſt the countenance of their fauours o, 
Then whom againe they wholly do refuſe, | 
In liking thought as moſt to logke vpon: 
Then do but looke ypon my Loue his choice, 
And whot hcart fel bel mak eth 60 U 


The Gaby, NH „ Wiſe 1 wel at eli, |, 

Doe fic the fancies ot your Ladies beſt | 

But poore, and eat, and ſimple ſoules beſt pleaſe | 

My heauenly Loue, to labour in his bteſt: 0 
And who the World doth vtterly retulſe, | 
Thoſe doth my Leue vnto php fauour fue. 


* þ 


And ſee what power i is in your bt Hoing natures, 
To take or giue whar ye may gaine or loſe, | 
And ye thll ſee they are but my Loues creatures, | 
Whoſe liues are at hit pleaſure to diſpoſe : 
And while your fauours all do fade away, | 
My ſweer Loues ee neuer wil 2808 
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Could ye conceiue the ſmalleſt of the nn A 
That doth deſcend from my Soules deareſt * 
Vpon the Faith that falleth at his fcet, 

That doth in praycr but in mercy proue: 

And you will blot out euery idle line, 
And yeeld our ſoules vnto this Louc of mine. 


compare a weed vnto a wholeſoruc Gomes, 

A cloudy Evening to a ſunny Day, 

A foggie miſt ynto an Aprill ſhower, 

Naucmber blaſt vnto a bloome of May, 
And you ſhall eaſily ſce the difference plaine. 2 
Berwixt my Sun-thinezand your ſhowres of raine. 


Compare meere folly to the fineſt wit, 

The courſeſt copper to the purcR gold; 

The healchtull body with an Ague fit, 

And ſer the youthfull age againſt the old. 
The Ravens foule note to Philomela's voice, | | 
Ang meh ſay which! is the bettet choice. 


compate foule Pride to faite Humility, 

A kind diſcretion to a dogged nature, 

The clownith race to true Gentility, 

Ableſſed Angel to a curſed creature, 
Fauours to frownes, and ſmilings vato ſcowles, - 
And ſay, The Pharnix makes all birds but Owles. 


E. eee Paſſion of the Soules — 
Compare th- darth vi vnto the beauen on bye, | N | i - 
The ſpirits treaſures vnto fleſhly toyes, vs 
The pibble ſtone ynto the at urde Skie, 
Ihe woes of meu vnto the Angels oe? 

The loweft weaknelle vnto K higheſt. powert, 
Ihen lee the diifcence ty het my Loue and 1182 


And when you ſee bal all f (meet bien g grow 
But from che ground of my Loues liuing grace, 
And do agoume the impertection know, 
Wherein you doe your fond affection place? 
Then all your titles to this truth reſigne, | 
There is no titg buy! in chiy Lone of mine. 


And eiue me le aue to ne e my ate Loue, 
Alchough my are ſhort bf ſuch a worth, 
And let my ſpirit 114 wy paiſtons proue, | 
What his bigh hand in mercy vl brin foorth: 
And write but truth that may be tru y proued, | 
My oncly Louc, all eh to be Joued. | 


Before all times, al ebend, al things he was, 
And euer is, and will be ayethe ſame, FREE 6 
That doch in wonder,wonders wonder paſſe, 
In Truths high triumph of eternall fame: 
Where hfc, and louie, in grace and glory crownd, | 
Do ſway the Scopter of * * as renown. * 5 
| ow 
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Now what he vas, cannot be — [ 
Who in himſelfe doth all chings comprehend, | 
And when that all things ſhall be wholy ended, 
Hunſelte, his Word, his Will ſhall neuer end: i 
Whoſe gracious life, all glorious love beginning, 
Doth adde all face phe endleſſe * winaing. 


— —— — — 


And of his Edence, this i is ; all we finde, 

A ſpirit fully incomprehenſible, | 

A louing God vnto his feruants kinde, 

And i in * humane nature ſenhble: g | 
In wiſdomes wonder, knowledge, quinteſſe ace, 
And in that Eſſeuce Nn Excclience. | 


The high Creatour of al creatures lui ng, 

Ihe ſwcer Redeemer of bis ſeruantsloſl, 

The glorious grace, all grace and glory ping: | 

The loy of ioyes that glads the ſpirit moſt; + || 
The loue of life, and life of loue indeed, | 
Gainſt deathand bell, that lands the ſoul i in ec 


His ſcat js He auen, the Earth his foot- Noole is, 
His chiefeſt dwelling with his ſouls c!e&ed, | 
His ioy to loue, and to bo lou d of his, | 
His fauour, life, vnto his loues affected: | 
His Word is Truth, which doth the Spirit try. 
Vpere truitfull ban Hall luue, and neuer Af 


'T _— * 
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His bleſſing is hel peace of Cobſciente, HL 
His comtorc, mercies contemplation, | 
His precious gilt, the Spirits patience, 
His wercy, Vertues meditation: 
His Gtace, tlie oyle that kils the Spirite euill, 
His Deach, the tc that my ſubdue the Leu. 


His Gents arc elle aal ſores of graces, 
His Tribute 15 but Sinners (acrifice, | 
His Worke, the planting Vercues in their places, 
His Gaine, the loue of humble ſpitits ferutce: 
His Malicke, Plalmes, that Angels neucr ceaſe, 
To ſing in 180 lor 4 ot che King! of Peace. 


vis King of Peace! this G0 of Life and Loue, | 
Who in himſelfe doth all and oncly hold d 


The higheſt bleflings of the hearts behoue, Wil 


That faithtwll truth bath tothe Spirit told? 
This is the ſubſtance of inv ſpules delite, 
Vnwo: thy ſabieck "of his Worth to ite. 


Vet as his mercy will vouchſafe his grace, 
Wich Interceſſion of his higb aſſiſtance, | 
Againſt the power that would my thoughts deface, 1 
And proudly make againſt che ſoule refiſtance: 

L will alittle give his loue a tuch, 

Warts ack 41808 is Fe) my pen too mack 
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What loue was that which made him like Man beſt, 
| Ort all the Woikes that euer he created? | 
+ |: bat loue againedid in that l king reſt, 
| 4 To loue him1o he neuet can be hatred? | 
What louc was more to give the Man a Wife ? 
What louc was more to die to giue him life 7 


1 | TheEarth within wich gabe, gemmes 2 cold. 
| Whhout with trees and hearbs, and fruits and flowers, 
The warcr deepe, where Fiſhes keepe their hold, 
The Elements with all their inward powers: | 
| Theſe hath my Louc all made for man to chule, 
And to his pleaſure in his ſeruice vie. | 


The brew was made to kill Fl chilling cold; 
| | The water made to ſlakè the burning hear, 
Ih he ſubtill ayre aſecret breath to hold, | 
The earth too drie when moiſture is too great: | 
Theſe croſſe in natures, yet doe mect in one, | 
Only} to ſcrue the vie of Man alone, 


Each Bird, cach Beaſt, edit Fowle, and euery ih, 
The fleſh of man muſt ſetue to cloath and feede: 
What eye can ſce, or heart of Man can with, | 
Bur ſome way ſerues toſt and poore Man inficede? 
And fort chat cauſe their being firſt began, 
From mercics Loue, ro ſerue the le of Nan. 


4 Anne Pullin oe Soules Lowe, | 
—— = 
The light was ; made to glad the lightipme © eye, 
1 he found to pieaſe/the puſe atrentiue care, 
The ayre to draw a hung breath thereby, 
The earth the body nd the Lmmes to beate: 

1] he Clouds, the drarrey the Sun, the Moone, the Slut, 


Were made tor man, to uaks him looke on hie. 


All el ſe were l out of the mould of Loue: ; 

Was neuer loue came cuer neere to chis, | 

Which doth a wonder in affection ptoue, 

Euen when we le. ſt deſeru d the loue of His: 
For when our ſoules did moſſ ettences doc him, 
He came puuſclit in loup to call vs to un, 


To make, lee bieten rye, defend, and cheriſh 1 
His faithtull ſoules, and ſo in louc to nourifh, 
As in his loue their ſiues ſhall neuer periſh, [ 
Bur like the Lilly lue and euer flouriſh : 
Are cheſe not points ſuthcient to appi oue, 
The tt true eic of a p1 ccrelclle loue? 


vet more to thy, hit truly elbe id 
In humvle hon-ur of this heauenly Loue, 
In meicies ſweet tomate the ſoule diſmaid, 
To ſee the bleſſing of chis Cod aboue: 
Ihe lewng Spirit me ly to tefreſh, 
He let has uf ſec him in 1 fem. 
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To ſee him ſo, 25 might not hurt their ght, 
For none might ſec his nigh ſupet nall power, 
But in his loue to ſee that glorious light, 


Thar gaines that ſweet that cuts off cuery ſowre 3 


The ſecond Perſon of himſelfe, his Sonne, 
In whom arc all things to un glory * 


And ſee the eauſe why: fo be came vnro vs, 
His onely loue, the onely cauſe we liue: | 
And when he came, what comfort did he doe vs, 
To ſaue our hues, his Loue his life did gue 3 ?: 
And ſo to fe vs fromthe fire of hell, 
That with his Loue we might tor cucr ell. 


What loue was this, to „ei his heauenly ſear 

Among his Angels, all in glory ſerued, 

To come to Man, who did too ill intrear 

The ſacred love, that hath his life preſerued: | 
From being honour'd, prais'd, and 41% | 
To be diſgraced, whupt, and crucifide | | 


Inloue he left his bigheſt heavenly Beal, 

Aboue his Angels, in their heapes of ioyes, 

To liue on earth in ſorrowes out of meaſures, | 
With change of nothing but the Worlds annoyes: 
In toyle and trauell. long in loue he fought vs, 


And wich his Death, at laſt full deare'y out” vs. 
| B 3 
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Oh wofull An r be valrecolle, 

To bring our lives vnto has ſacred Loue, 
Which paine, not croſſe,fiordearh it ſelſe forſooke, 
That to our Frith might his affe ction proue? 
Which left the Spirit of his Love behinde Lim, 
To pew the log that [eels hin, bow t to n him. 


Wehe he came, that he pight comfort doch LON 

In loue went from vs to prouide our places, 

In louc he ſent his Comforter vnto vs, 

In loue he guides ys with his holy graces: | 
In loue he made, bought, keepes, and aaf, vs chus} 
And al not we & louc hum, that ſo lou' dy vs? 


Yes, my belle Lord, be Hou my deateſt Low, 
For Chriſt his ſake, let my ſoule ncuer leaue thee, 
Who in thy loue, thy luing truth doth proue, 
That makes me find the world doth all deceive me: 
And werz chete truth on earth as there is none, 
Vet were thy bye the i oy of life * 1 


A 4 let theſe 44. be 13 of my lone! 
Vhich firſt doe begge remiſſion of my ſinne, 
Andin repentancedoc bur mercic move, | 
To ope the gates of grace and let me in: 

Whete humble Faith but at thy feet may fall, 
Wich my loules 8 ſeruice Jour, ang life, and all. 


| 
> * 
j 


A ſolemne Paſſion 0 of the Soles Z. Zone 


ſl 
1 


1 


Forget, O Oord, my workes of wickednefſe, 

Whercby my D* with 101 "= oppreſſed, 

And with the finger of thy hAnelfe, 

In mercy touch my ſpitit io dux d: | 
And laue my life, that drawe ch ni * 
Louc me a lde, and ſnail be we 


Lone ? no, ſweet Lord : mercy I craue, no more, 
My ſinnes are ſuch, I dare not ſpeake of loue, 
Bur in thy mercy, to thy louẽ reſtore | 
My humble faith, that may but mercy proue: 
And ſo approue,that all the world may ſce 
Ihe io) ſull loue beiin * God and me. 


Oh call me home, and mew me n +) call, 
And heare thee ſo, that I may runne vnto thee, 
And hold me faſt, that I may neuer fall, 
But that my ſoule may euer ſeruice doe chee: 
Shew ſome good token, that the world may know, 
* ſoule is bleſt, whom chou haſt loued ſo, | 


— 


And while Iliue 1 in * wretched vale 
Of fearefull danger of infer nall death, 
Where earthly pleaſures take thoſe ſoules to ſale, 
Which haue their bargaine in che hell beneath: 
Let my ſoules love, and life, and labour be, 

To te 


e my ioy, my loue, and life in thee. | 
B | 


— 
7 


2 aue Pa fs 7 hs Goules Lowe, 


— ______ 


Make me not rich, ſt] | forget te to thinke, 

From whence | baue the comfort of my heart: 

Nor in ſuch want, let thy poore ſeruant ſinke, 

That I be driven to crave the needy parts 
Gue me but meanes the necdy to relieue, ; IH. - | : 
To feed thy fot: and x not the We to * 


Let me not liſten to the ſi nners fongs, | | 

But to the Pſalmes thy holy Saints do 6 ing, 

Nor let me follow Ty rants in their wrongs, | 

But kiſſe the rocke where righteouſnefſe doch ſpiing : 
Let not mine eye affeqt the ourward part, 
But let me loue the verrue of the heart. 


And ler my 140 be, to o behold thy el LT | 
And let my loue be, but to hue in thec, {14 - 
Aud ſo to live, that all che World may proune 
Toe gracious good my God hatKdone fer me: 

To all my ſoule out of this World of wo, 
In fuchtullloue to ſetue ſy Fovioun ſo. 


And when [91 ſee he blot of all their blame, 
To loue the World, but all in wretched toyes, 
and do cenfeſſe with inward bluſhing ſhame, 
They are but ſorrowes vuto heayenly ioyes: 
They may with nie, forſake all worldly pleaſure, 
And make thy loue an cucrlaſling ti calure, | „ 


A ſolenone | Paſſion fr the Soules Lowe. 


— , . 
— — — — 


— 


Fer Lord, by oy thee we ate, in thee we live, 

Andin thy loue the liuing cannot die, — 
And ſince thy death did our liues wholly giue, || 1 
For thy Loues ſake ſhall we affliction flie ? | | 
No; my deare Lord, let life be death ro me, 
So I may die coliue in loue with cher. 


A ;ofull life were ſuch a [FREY indeed, 

From earthly-pain to paſſe to heavenly pleaſure, 

A ioyfull line for louing hearts to reade, 

Tolcaue the fleth,to take the Spirits treaſure 2 | 
| Whoſe glorious ſence ynro the Sundoth fall, 
Thar all is nothing to chat All in all. 


And] (alas) of many thouſand ſoules, | 

Vnworthy moſt ot his high Worth to write, 

Who in hi. Mercicseruc tecord inroules 

Th- louing ſubſtance of the ſoules de light: 1 

Muſt mercy cry, for teare my loues preſyming 
Of roo high be be my ſoules 1 0 d0 


And with the teares of true repentant 10. 
Looking, vpon the wonders of that Wonder, 
That in his leaſt perfection may approve 
The greateſt wiſedome of the world put vnder: 
Confefle my wit as ſhort to pen his praiſe, + | 
As darkeſt nights in M0 of en * 


Aolemue Palo.) the Collar Love. 


—_ 


And ſay but this in grace and {glories kGeke, | 
Where Ver tues loue doth liug tor euer crowned, _ 
And all the Hoſt of He auen and Heauens await, 
| Vpon the higheſt of the Heauen renowned: 
Whom Saints and Angels trembling do adore, 
To bin alone be | any for; euer more: 


All DEAR} 1 hd ory euer r be, 
Vnto my lowing cuerlaſting King: | 
This King of life, 8 ſo hach loued me, 


To giue my foule this gracious power to ſing 
In heart and minde, i in man and Angels Joue, 
Al nen wy be to God ne 
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